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"...only the very poor, or eccentric, can surround themselves with shapes of elegance 
(soon to be demolished) in which they are forced by poverty to move with leisurely 
grace. We remain alert so as not to get run down, but it turns out, you only have to 
hop a few feet, to one side, and the whole huge machinery rolls by, not seeing you at 
all." 

Lew Welch 



going through an abandoned apartment, going hungry, going gray, going fishing, 
going ballistic, and suddenly, it's always sunny on the pages of albion ave. and i'm in 
albuquerque, going south, going downtown, from station to station the hot twang of 
the day is my propeller, my desire, all insouciant and obtuse. ..spilled shirt, bus- 
driver blue, shift change at the mirabile dictu school of rhetoric and all the rocket 
shoes they're wearing just to get to the designated driver and his comical giant 
spring sound effect of BOINNNNG!!!!! 



a rhythm 
a blue 
a helio- 
tropic voice 
a long dig 

to go down 

or how 

it renders us in day 

or how 

reversible 

the circular reoccupation 
the endless pre-written 

an atmosphere on one side 

to hold it 

close 

drawing the message 
all oblong ringing all day 
into earth fall 

crawled is the word 
drugged by radio 
long 

and hollow 

it would be 

the moment only 



hollow with sleep 

clear and 

closed where you go 

listening in layers 

pre-historical 

what i got 
you got last 

the sun comes 

and comes 

the sun is so loud 

end of the night 
is world 



headache of a photographer to see in a city on city apartment. 

a warm surveyor of the aftermath, posing with teeth, barely a decibel, bearing it all in 
the teeth— a slight grimace, like a window, a photographer moving always through 
underground corridors to sweep it up, then down through the corridor to discontent, 
a discontent, a dawnce, dis here, dis as in the city of dis-s-s-s. to give it away, a 
monopoly of bags, men haul it away, a building with view, a whole weltanschaung 
about his neighbors, a collection, the open window, the others, an air of old army 
appearance, a parcellization of a shovel of land and a start and admiring appearance, 
allow it warmly to carry on appearance and attitude, casting it all over the place until 
it returns, light does not help. 

10 



everyday a photographer is in escape to equipment in an on environment, glanced 
and mechanical, shuffling the simulacra, it is spectator feels at spectator, the perfect 
memory of minimal, time in advance of itself, metal vague of a perfect magazine, and 
we'll call it "LOOK-UMS!". and i feel a photographer is watching me, even though he 
doesn't know it yet. 

another season in another room at the limits of green, on you, not in you. the subject 
here as lost object, it's not quite daylight, and we know they're going somewhere. 

coming apart in iron or the coming interior and it glows like iron, a collection from 
the other side of a common stream of sky. to add this place to another— we are 
cheerful, haggard, tall, good-natured, scientific, rigid, dusty and gasping for breath, 
the brain imagines me sleepwalking and occasionally buying groceries, a slotted 
space, zoom in, zone out, turn left, works occupy in slotted space and fold. over, 
comment function turn on. folded over in cardboard and wool, he can only find air 
for his camera, my sleep and my smaller movements, emerge to be read, a track for 
the bell-ringing walk in the throat, myself a street kind, an edge thought, everyday, a 
paper contact cut, and one steps over. 

playing with wire and tripping up on the gap — to jump out of the dark, out of the 
blue, and press against the face, a direct object, a full stop, the impenetrable, 
schmeared with vapor, a terminal sound, they are looking at the pay per view, 
copper mint or menthol light, a recombination, quick! what alphabet is my body 
thinking of right now? 

packed, the iron quotation, the foreseeable you. it emerges from within the rules, 
almost an economy, a sacred entity, a pseudopod. 5:02 a.m. the world woke me up 
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the word + 1 and i could say something stupid here about the world, but fire is for 
free. 

inside (inside of what world or the inside of a world?) all alabaster smooth, the road 
up and the road down, divided into hours and echoes, day is the arrow's. 



formed already 

someone identical 
someone is happening 

the cage 
of a gesture 

the way a glance 
can be a house 

a return 

to read the book 

the fortunate man 
will travel 

cuboid mystery play 
down the center aisle 

there's no thickness to it 
and i can't draw a blank 

the long hours 
so acrobatic 
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the long hours 

with their melted glass look 

aurora nova rising at the top of the page 

and then it was noon 



vehicular arrangement of people even though we're indoors, this is what comes from 
hanging out with a bunch of futuristic teenagers, some with very geometric hair, they 
are the riders, olive them, and sometimes blue, mass accordion noodle, all angular 
metal or more metal vague, they lean away, so far into the night, "dwelling is as 
dwelling does" seemed an appropriate response, since the subject was late in coming, 
or thinking "slow as pronouncing the word "are"." the subject here is something 
thrown down, thrown under, scattered, dethroned, sub-yect-o or sub-icky to be 
discussed over what can be said of it, when we were sitting in series, then arcs, then 
in circles, vast and vehicular again. 

limn is as lemon topic, or does, blowing dust, to recycle a ground gone all lumpen, 
radio arsonist, undifferentiated, except for bristles and hair, and all the brain shine in 
between ann arbor, they call it the zig zag clomp, projected through the hollow lands, 
mapping the "full" undone, cleared off, clear light of full ptolemaic excess, under 
these conditions, the adam's apple weighs a ton, and yet, hair is so geometric a thing 
— it's a whole crescendo, ending with an exclamation point, a bolero! 

flesh and stone, honey and ashes, soft boiled blanc, pushing out into an 

opening. ..original instrument, a soft-boiled construction, like space is, a train of tone. 

"i wanted wings, so i just used my hair." the tone is humid. 

watching the waves— the monotony as well as the variety of their fall, it makes you 
feel so loose, so scrambled, so omni. everything opening up like a scroll. 
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here's the thing about the history of the future: in the early 1960s, there were several 
television shows that featured flying cars, and inside these cars it was very 
sumptuous, the car would offer you orange juice and pancakes while you were 
looking at cellophane maps, or just looking out the window, colors had only recently 
been invented, and the air would swirl with an almost electric force over your close- 
cropped head, however, what we wound up with were cellphones and the internet, 
but this has to do with the destruction of space by time ,which is simply a more 
efficient development of what flying cars were all about anyway, traveling the 
simulacra. 

alarming the simulacra: apparently, i have not only a double, but a triple, one is a 
graduate student at Johns hopkins university, the other lives somewhere in lower 
charles village, my only concern is that we all might meet at a poetry reading, or 
perhaps be forced to do something in triplicate, "the state of emergency in which we 
live is not the exception, but the rule." an arrangement of similarities shows the flash 
of danger — to blast open the confining moment, the holes of construction, and how 
quotation should rip things out of context, a ragged space to throw a tune, or is it 
tone and a way to travel through it, numberless. 

breaking a view in a warm environment 
a simple paper touch in the morning and off 

fleshier and more staccato 
muted city dwellers 
don't stay on the wall 
don't sleep in the subway 

a world of ink / y to zinc 

question metal 

crumble betty guitar and benny 
to two-tone in turquoise 
it's so egg so torn so tube so 
meanwhile 
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open contact mode, and i want to say green: one mode turns the other, turns the 
permitted, it's summer falling and SOME ARE FAILING TO RADIATE! i once fell 
down on the kitchen floor and started vibrating back and forth, sending and 
receiving, bitchin' and twitchin'. and someone should say solid. 



the study of need. 

the weight of a body. 

the obligation of lines. 

home as nowhere — a division of the economy of exile. 

loss of sight, a black or luminous square. 



"the sun is new each day." i can't remember how may times these words appear in 
this poem. 
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slanted 

every step is liquid, it has something to do with section and a careless way of talking 
in space (is), like breathing in reverse, with the blank sounds crashing against the 
hard edge 

of what we are waiting for 

you can fall all day 

a trespass 

so bright 

a distance on 

the surface and the way 

the wreckage of our leaving it 

is. 

ink 
like 
light 
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clothed in the bread of the letter — not the kind you trace, the kind you send as the 
last appearance of tree, an emanation — something that stretches — to equate the 
movement we were letting go with the book taking shape in the corridors of day 
simply by looking at it, and all the attributes to touch, and now i'm wondering which 
of us is ground and which only reading. 

we begin the hallway, a mode of travel through the dark loam where we are woven 
in wheat, and posing a question, its sheaves and the slow motion of its flight in the 
equation of our looking that we were moving past in the hallway, an emanation as 
the last appearance of tree and the dark questions we are putting in the loam with 
the appearance of sending and talking, and how we are waiting in the arrow of the 
hallway and the slow light in the clothes we are wearing and the books we are 
reading, the narrowness of it and how the threads of our travel and the looks of our 
sending are getting woven into the corridors we are breathing in. and then out as the 
shining air is always around our mouths spilling so thick onto the books we are 
weaving and shooting like arrows and the rays pouring out of our eyes and into the 
wheat we are touching and thinking of it like bread and all the porous chambers in 
the bread that make it look like bone, where if you hold it up to your eye you can 
actually see the ground for a moment close enough to touch, all this in the slow light 
and the thickness of our seeing it, the whole expanse like a close-up of loam, of the 
rich and crumbling day, of the spaces opening in the books of wheat and spilling out 
of the questions in the letters we were sending to the end of the hallway. 

we repeat the opening, clothed in the bread of the letter— not the kind you send, the 
kind you touch as a question, with all those long attributes. 
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everyday ending with the surface 

sliding off the surface 

a contact high from paper 

denting space, 

the messenger's hands are named 
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if rain and shadow are inherent in clouds 

"why are you so 

network tunnel gap dim green splash thick branch 
press turn spray leaf vein fall merge angled shallow 
face scatter soil crumb silt cell slow thread snap release 

shatter???" 

everything happens 
by reason of chance 
and necessity 

and all things are falling into their essential swerve 

here's the thing about the history of the poem: you go up the mountain, go shack 
simple, go to seed, go slow, go there, go jets, go away, go drop dead, go fuck off, just 
go, all the time thinking that this "going" is a new poem, that this new poem turns all 
the old ones into something like a lost laryngeal, a what-if ghost consonant lurking 
behind the jaw, rattling back and forth and making your lexicon sound all spooky- 
embrace the larynx, haunted or not, to complete the circle, then step outside of the 
circle, taking care to stub your toe as often and as loudly as possible so the throat is 
open wide, someone you used to know is making a gesture you can't quite figure 
out, or possibly playing air guitar, and someone else with a mouth made suddenly 
round is sending you a signal in the wheel-shaped city, before transportation can 
occur, some act of disassembly may be required. 



so dense its lacanian 

the rubbery air of baltimore at 5 :02 in the morning 
then slow dissolve into that ethereal television blue 
and endless stream of sub ■ mud • mordial transmissions 
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.en .n .ourse .v .ooman .vents 

a human wind 

a burst of static outside the head is not quite a history 

is really not a cloud, formstone empires, old iron, close quarters, my parallax view 

incommensurate 

.ing .me .oddness .v .my .wraith 



lawman jim is a city in love with ann, a whole city, with laws and streets and 
someone named jim riding in a car at night with persons and with ann who works at 
night shooting small, shooting the revolver small, and then there's jeff who is 
secretive about his past. 

bob returns home, a moment of epic suggestion, kathie with help, kathie with jeff, he 
sends to remember and sees streets, he came to hide the home, apologetics, he said, 
and a visage to speak me away from it, like something hanging down, all soggy with 
noir. he faced eel, he faced west, he is a certificate signed by Jeff's murderer name, he 
would be done for a roadblock, a warning, a miming gravity well, he is touching 
iron, suddenly the story flashes forward face 1 and face b and afterward. 

he fumbles his way outside, outside of his door a postcard, photo box freeze, 
"friendly home care visit" — they break his dark, his cigarette, repeated trips to report 
to return and twist in the wind, understand that someone will spend his time 
walking down the stairs, he is always walking down the stairs, turning and 
descending. 

cowboy noir, the fate of anyone born in California from 1949 to 1961. ask the kid from 
the gas station. 



the gray block of them 
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in the water 
which is a distance 

a stretch 

the way memory works when it's in front of you 
the whole block of them 
could have used the air 
to make a horizon 
a city 

a stretch 

and they or them, were all together 

in the city 

stretching and craning their necks 

full of remembrance 

how we were both facing north 

a perpendicular in morning 

and there were several interesting bodies of thought 

on either side of us 

sending a message about atmosphere 

for example: 

in the theater of dionysus 
the deus ex machina 
was literally a machine 
used for lowering an actor 
who was playing the god 
onto the stage 

and on google maps 

they were looking for the street 
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we were standing in 

the whole block of them 

listening to hive shadow murmur strum strum fade museum of voices gradual 

everywhere nest shell drama dream happening in the apartment next door 



incommensurate 
a voice over 

interminable — a pronoun 

a way of shuffling air off the discontinuity of the page to ease past the threshold that 
is different and bigger than a breadbox, than a bunch of pronouns that take a whole 
hour just to cross a blank space on the page and what impinges upon them we know 
only in part, millimeter by millimeter, from line to predicate. 

here comes the intruder alert! here comes the shiny part! the kid, if it was true that 
jeff passed from kathie. the kid shows he was. ann driver from jim, who still recovers 
her. the kid said false because he knew that's what jeff would not see. 

lawman jim doesn't like them 

and them don't like him 

and i think i'm gonna go read the frank poems again 

a knot of arrival a report seen from the other side "return as sun, that "the them" to 

watch is song." 
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several minor radios 

the evening is all asleep 

birds of a birds eye view, a device for insulating, a mistake of the sun, a sol, a word to 
hide in the corner. 

the village has a coast in it and moving lines, the water crayon in low relief. 

even right now, this bird behavior, this exaggerated bird behavior, lightning and 
sending, a degree of residence stretching through an exaggerated phoneme to a 
threshold, and no lack of intelligence outside the window, joy is a kind of 
transportation/she runs a small motor. 

lowering inflict 

thousands of birds to see movies 

that driving away from 

the coastal road and out beyond what a sight is, is complete, and flux and pow! 

thousands of birds 

to see movies that are 

running a car, and 

concluded that sight is 

the coastal road, her shipwreck square. 

an extension of their fuel and their high population, their strength and their last 
weapon,their long involvement that is and only in the previous film becomes the 
walking gallery, a screening car, like life is. i mean like life in glen burnie is, a play 
about cars, where you can see your favorite characters again, later that night, later, 
the time has them as members and the signs they give, high up, the steps they took, 
thin and full of fuel, a determination, that night to pay attention to life screams, 
luminous as the frame allows, celebrates to live at close quarters at live residents, 
human beings SMACK of the city SMACK for and with animation and the edge of 
acting, body becomes lift, air is inclusion of an entrance. 
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intimations of a city in what she is telling me, and i am running the dashboard 
chronology of this acceleration. 

where there is no lack of heat, outside of the window that simply is. 

the meter is like a book in a river, a film of air, the heat of the escape up the coastal 
road. 



licorice dynatone walk-through— my shoes — the whole story! 

object distance image distance — the strings of incidence 

bright yellow 

and i am looking at a bird 

while i'm passing through the room 

you and your thin smoke 

are always passing through the blue rays the white lines 

the bent note 

of you telling me 

opening up the air 

all the way to the edge of the room 

radiating 
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oops 
eclipse 

(bzzz — an end to synopsis and you telling me) 
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la derive 

or the drift of 

string 

or the left off 

source 

a sack of springtime 

ray turn 

in trout glue a spin poor 

tin drome my glot 

a little stopal 

the eyes are out 

"the sleeping are laborers and co-workers in what takes place in the waking world" 
bell-like, enormous 

my flashlight drunk 

you can lift your hand to the golden door 

fire stands for free 

i put my hand on the hwheel of hword 
(dull double-u aspire 
thou art not soul but 
hw...hwwa... hhwwaaa 

sometimes i like breathing more than thinking 

sketch in 

the weight of the same 

the said thus 
the said organizes 
out this project 
outside & rain drum 
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outside itself 
is previously un- 
seeable, un-effable, 
unmoglich, unbekempt, unkanowen 

(well, even phil whalen said that sometimes nothing is possible not even history and 
the middle path leads you only to Chicago... 

how to build with hair, with the time of streets, and the streets that never quite 
correspond to the grid-like pattern on the map. where the lines go. where the lines 
say the pronouncements of here, which sort of sounds like "hair." 

a hard scene and always overheard, resonating so far down in the ears you can feel it 
in your lungs. 



secret— a plum 

nomad — smoke from the lamp 

our features morphing into a single visage 

dull gleam 

dull splendor of lead 

the years of lead 

making a sound like PLUMB! 

dry tongue 

in dull weather 

i used to dip things 

ai ay ee oo eu uh ow or oy 

we stopped sweating several days ago 
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the time is so erratic 
a floppy second 
where we left off 



effortless is afterwards, a puddle in the low roof. 

left off opposite the book full of liquids and nasals blur. 

massive wash on form stain in style exciting tone, opening up the box at the 
beginning of the sound and everyone is again. 



a book of reddish, briefly monumental, all the way to disappearing. . . a book entitled 
"a brief history of..." and we know that xorh are needed here, the letters of 
illumination, the letters of shock, a marbled rhythm to mix it up. a brief history of 
you as a page turner, an other moment of edge— nope, sure can't get azure from 
antithesis. 



the story i will tell you is not my own, but is lying out in the morning sun, just as the 
sleeper is a study in what can require it, even under noontide glare, in other words, a 
talker, not a doer, a little like coffee, a little like gold, a resting place in the heat of the 
day. a small hotel, a something and stella, and static cling, a way of slamming the 
door into a song. 

a blinding moment, one of the "odd" chapters, one of the developments is a type of 
"marmora," is also important in that what is said to generations who have been 
collecting old words for "marmora," which, given their rather strange look, is a 
reflection, the past is so tense a thing, one more push and we're there. 
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polylingual massive marmite empire, or, where tea comes from, however, this could 
also be a myth and exaggeration about size, the ring of gyges, the columns at 
nemrud dagh, the toys of ormund, the parking lot in front of troy, light streaming 
down on all sides, before the first step, before the population in the province of dams 
and tunnels, it needs October, but will settle for sand. 

what this theory of marble ignores is what the tale describes as coming to the surface 
and radiates, a little like coffee does, especially in the heat of the day. especially in 
the shadow of what the doer does to talk about, bare walls, desert pastorals, an open 
door, some traveler-yarn like a system of cracks, and to think i once wrote, 
"everything becomes a wave." 

light, messenger 

the swiftness of the frame 

lights, operator and stella 

like the province of dust 

set the flash 

and settle for the evening 

sitting 

this book is a character, a stamp, an impression, or as we used to say, a moveable 
type. 
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the becomer, like spit, like wax, like egyptology is my ejection, and pinching bread, 
pale, to be pinched by hearing, for thousands of years, well, at least since 1952, one 
room being replaced by another, they call this "making my forms." the face will 
follow. 

an ensemble of the ride, he carried poems in his pocket between the library and 
dionysus. that's dionysus the bar, not the deity, and there was something in his eye. a 
choice as abrupt as biography, only less dense, where he's always bumping into 
things, to pull the gestures apart. 

in watery light, acrylic ocean, an onset of blue, obtrusively blue, the urge to appear, 
in allonym in shining, and it sounds so smooth, transparent, ready to fracture, the 
oblique original, the eye is always missing the ending, missing the point at the end of 
the line, a leap, not a stretch. 

rock falls past scissors, paper shatters glass. 

bandit orion, no longer just a memory decides the passage from 3/4 time to 
bellflower blvd. a sudden stop, a trochee, but only a persona could make such an 
entrance, it takes a hunter to tell the time, but the green light will never change, 
assuming postures and repeating occurrence, you can call this a music lesson. 

and the bus — where we were married — well, a man in a uniform at any rate — the 
logic of institutions, the pain of a homecoming, longhair dispatches wahoo — a 
proposition! a balcony! 

the end of moments, the gap in number, to extend the now beyond 3 to 8 seconds or 
the ten people who may or may not agree, the messenger in her late night trips to 
the ledge, arrives as songwriter, the photographer is at the barricades. 

an unfinished project, as every utterance s-s-s-s-s-s is just aching to perform then 
BZZZZ into beehive insides and the honey is just humming what utterance is? 
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like h.d., i guess i too have a horror of finality. 

dust, a road, heading north to read a thirsty book, the humanity of cities. 



this is a pedagogy 
yet to be and be unlike 
d 

to take the high note from time to day 

voice grid book 

leaf silt shout 

ash ocean ink 

and pale murmurings 
like wood 

or break the glide phone on high bright erase 

mensa mundi 

the world as table 

the wood of the table 

off of one side 
of old photographs 
one could open 
the table 



the order of things 
on the pavement 
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and the other bodies on it or else 

stretched flat over it 

that others say is our 

house 

all played out 

and overheard 

and always just occurring 

our orchestral skin and outward 

hollow-boned the lyric impulse in the arrows as air is somewhere in the history of 
rising and then leveling off, a trajectory that covers the whole word ringing and the 
working out of things is a long slow overturning even when stumbling down the 
sidewalk 

as i'm thinking of the letter "o" and how it is the one letter in the latin alphabet which 
is the perfect graphic representation of what the mouth looks like when it is making 
the very sound it is meant to stand for 

o grid of the incandescent 
o ice of the innumerable 

so fauve 
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the mobile face, which cannot be carried in a pocket. 
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notes 

these poems should be read as forming a kind of "odd collection," which is, perhaps, 
just another way of saying that this book, like its author, has a history, in this work, 
i've occasionally quoted from or collaged one or two earlier poems of mine in with 
new ones, but have also quoted or referenced the following: 

the quote in the first table of contents is taken from the song "coyote" by rank and 
file, one of the originators of country-punk; the passage from lew welch that 
introduces the main body of this text is itself a quotation that forms the introduction 
to a poem of gary snyder's "night highway ninety-nine." 

pg. 14 "Thus, while capital must on one side strive to tear down every spatial barrier 
to intercourse, i.e. to exchange, and conquer the whole earth for its market, it strives 
on the other side to annihilate this space with time, i.e. to reduce to a minimum the 
time spent in motion from one place to another. The more developed the capital, 
therefore, the more extensive the market over which it circulates, which forms the 
spatial orbit of its circulation, the more does it strive simultaneously for an even 
greater extension of the market and for greater annihilation of space by time." Karl 
Marx, Grundrisse 

pg. 14 "..the state of emergency..." waiter benjamin, theses on the philosophy of history 

pg. 15 "the sun is new each day." heraclitus of ephesus (dk6) 

pg. 20 "all things happen by reason of chance and necessity." loosely based on 
leucippus of abdera (dk 2). 

pg. 29 la derive— a drifting, also a walk. 

pg. 29 the sleeping are laborers etc. heraclitus of ephesus (dk75) 

pg. 30 from "driving immediately past" Phil Whalen, Collected Poems of Phil Whalen 

pg. 35 "a horror of finality" from sigil, xix, by h.d. 



